The Comic dH Hifiorie of 

You that chufe not by the view 
Chance at f cure, and chufe as true : 

Since this fortune falls to you. 

Be content, and feeke no new, 

If you be well pleafd with this, 

And hold your fortune for jour bliffe, 

T ttr »e you whereyour Lady is, 
iAnd claime her with a loving k,ij [ e • 

A gentle fcroule : Faire Lady,by your leave, 

I cotne by note to give, and to receave. 

Like one of two contending in a prize 
That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes : 
Hearing applaufe and vniverfail fhour. 

Giddy in fpirit.ftill gazing in a do'ibt 
Whether thofe pealcs ofpraife be his or no : 

So thrice faire Lady ftand I,even fo, 

As doubtfull whether what f fee be true. 

Until! confirm’d, fign’d, ratified by you. 

For. You fee me Lord 'Baffanio where I ftand. 
Such as I am ; though for my felfe alone 
I would not be ambitious in my wifh 
To wifh my felfe much better, yet for you, 

I would be trebled twenty times my felfe, 

A thoufknd times more faire.ten thoufand times 
More rich, that oticly to ftand 'nigh in your account, 
I might in vertues, beauties, livings, friends 
Exceed account : but the full fummeofme 
Isfummeoffcmething : which totermcingroffc, 
Is an unlefTon'd Girle,unfchool’d,unpra<9:iced; 
Happy in this,fhe is not yet fo old 
But flie may learne : happier then this. 

She is not bred fo dull,but lire can learne j 
Happieii of all,is that her gentle fpirit 
Commits it felfe to yours to be direfted. 

As from her Lord, her Gcvernour,her King. 

My fc!fe,aad what is mine, to you and yours 
now; converted. But now I was the Lord 
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LONDON, 


the Merchant of Venice, 

Of this faire manfion,mafter of my fervants, 
Queene ore my felfe : and even now, but now. 

This houfe,thefe fervants, and this fame my- felfe 
Are yours, my Lord , 1 give them with this ring. 
Which when you part from,loofe,or give away. 
Let it prefage the ruine of your love, 

And be my vantage to exclaime on y ou. 

Ba(f. Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 
Onely my bloud fpeakeato you in my vaines, 

And there is fiich confufion in my powers, 

As after fome Oration fairely fpoke 
By a beloved Prince, there doth appeare 
Among the buzzing pleafed multitude. 

Where every fomething being blent together, 
Turncs to a wilde of nothing, fave of Joy . 
Expreft,and not expreft :but when this Ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence, 

0 then be bold to fay B a fame's dead. 

Ner. My Lord and Lady.it is now our time 
That have flood by and feen our wifhes ptofper. 
To cry .good joy.good Joy,my Lord and Lady, 
Gra. My Lord Baffanio, and my gentle Lady, 

1 wifh you all the Joy that you can wifh t 
For I am fur e you can wifh none from me : 

And when your honours meane tp folcmnize 
The bargaine of y our faith, I do bcfeech you. 
Even at that time I may be married to. 

Baf With all my heart, fo thou canft get a wit 
Grat. I thanke yeur Lordfhip.youhave got 
My eyes my Lord can looke as fwift as yours •* 

You faw the miftres,! beheld the maid .* 

You lov’d, I lov'd for intermiflion. 

No more pertains to me my Lord then you ; 

Your fortune flood upon the Casket there. 

And fo did mine to as the matter fills : 

For wooing heere untill I fwet againe. 

And fwearing till my very rough was dry 
With oathes of love, at laft,if promife laft 


